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uue to ifie King: being fomething genu 7 .>.™.. Ml , <v 
bi-mg you where he is aboota, tenher yourperfons to his 
prelence, whi%rhini in yom- bchaifes; and if it be in 
mao *befides the King,to effedf your Suites, here is man 
fiia.II Hoe it, 

CUh>, Hefeetncstobeof greflcaiithoritietdofewich 

him, giue him Gold; anti though Auifioritie be a ftub- 
bornc Beare^cthee is oft led by the Nofe with Gold ; 
ihew the in-fidc of your Putfc to the ohc-fwie of his 

Sllfl Ilfi P li il — ... J il i 1 



I 


' &A$ui Quintus , SccnaPrima . 


. ; EnterLeenies£ieomines t Distt,Pat}una,Serti{t»tsr 

Fieri z^l, P'eraiia. 

Cipo. Sir,youhaue doneenough,and haueperform’d 
ASaVii't.like Sorrow : No fault could you make, 
V^j,\^yoQ;haue'noV redeem’d • indeed pay’d tiowne 
Mofce penitence thnVdjne trefpfs: At chclaft 

the Heatiens haue done ■ forget your euill, 
V^ifh/themjforgiueyqLirfelfc. 

. hep.-., Whilcft I .remem ber . ' 

Har find her Ver rues, I cannot forget' 


Remember fian’d, and flay’d 


hand, and no more adoc. 
aline. 

Sbepi And t plcafeyoufSirJto vndertaitt the BufinefTe 
for vs, here is that Gold I bane : Jle tnalts it as much 
moic, and icaue this young man in pawne, till I bring it 

you, 

Aut. After I Italic done what I proniifcd? 

. Shop. I Sir. 

Ant, Well, glue me the Moitie: Are you a partie in 
this Bufinefle? 

Clow, In fome fort, Sir: but though my cafe be a pjt- 
tifull onc,I hope I {hallnot be flayd out of ir. 

Am. Oh, that s the cafe of the Shcphcards Sonne: 
hang hirn,hec’Ie be made an example. 

Claw. Comfort, good comfort: We mu ft to the King, 
and ftiew our ftrange lights: he mud know ’tis none of 
your Daughter, not my Sifter: wee arc gone elfc. Sir,I 
will giue yop as,much as this olAman do’s, when the Eu- 
'fibefic is performed,and remaine(as he fayes)your pawne 
till it be brought you. 

Am, I wiU tfiift you, VValkc before toward the Sea- 
fide, goe on the right hand, I will but loolevponthe 
Hedge,and follow you. 

Clow, We arc blefs'd,ia this man: as I may fay, cuen 
blcfs’d. 

She} i. Let’s bcfore.as he bids vs: he was pro aided to 
doc vs good. 

Am. It I had a. mind to be hotieft,I fee Fortune would 
not lutfer mee: {lice drops Booties in my mouth. I am : 
co.urtcd now with adouble occafion:(GoId,and amcans 
to doc the Pri nc c my M after good; which,who knowes j 
Sowthat may turne backeromyaduancemem?) 1 will 
bring thefe two Moales, thefe bli.n<l-ones,aboord him; if 
He tlunke it fit to flioarc them againe, and that the Com¬ 
plaint they haue to the King^conccrncs him nothing, let 
him.call me Rogue, for being fo farre officious, for I am 
P ; ropfe3g3inft that Title,and what ftiame clfe belongs 
lok: To him y,'i!l Iprcfau them,there may be matter in 
* . Excnnf* 


That Heiredeffe it "hath made my KaWdom^’ 
Defttoy’d the fweet’ft Companion, that erem? 
Bred his hopes out of,true. nrati 

Paul, Too trutfmyLord:) 

I f one by one, you wedd ed all the World 
Or from the All that ate.tooke fomeching eo j 
T o make a perfect Woman j £he you killM °°^ 
Would bevnparallell’d. 

Lee. I thinke fo. Kill’d ? 

She I kill’d > I did fo: but thou ftrik'ftmc 
Sorcly,tofayIdid: it is as bitter 

Vpon thy Tongue** in my Thought. , 

Say fo but feldome. w >s 0o <Ibi 

flee. Not at all, good Lady: 

"Vou might liaoc fpoken a thoufandthino, 

Haue done the time more benefit,and orac'd ^ 
Yourkindneffe better. S 

Paul, You arconeof thofe 
Would haue him wed againe, 

Dio. If you would not fo. 

You pitty not ihc StatjJiior the Remembrance 

Or hn moftSoiicraigneNamc: Confiticrlitrle 

What Dangtrs.by his Highncffe faile 
May drop vpov his Kingdome,and dcuourc 1 
Tncertiine looker* on. What ^cre more holy 
Then to rcioyce the forme* Queene is well ? 

V/hac holyer^thcn for Royaities repayre, 

For prefrnt comfort,and for furore good ? 

T o blefie the Bed of Maieflie againe 
Wuhafweet Fellow ro'c ? 

PatsL There is none worthy, 

(Refpecting her that’s gone;) befides the Gods 
Will haue fuifijrd chcir fecret purpofes : 

For ha’s not the Ditrine ^4poU& laid ¥ 
h’t not the tenor of Iris Oracle, 

That King Leontcs fhallnot haue an Heire 
Till his loft Child be found i Which, chat it ftall 
I* all as monfirous to our humane reaion, 

As my +Antigmm to breakc hisGraue, 

And-come againe to me; who,on my life^ 

Did perifh with the Infant. TU your eotincdl t 
My Lord fliould to the Heancns be contrary, 
Oppofe againR their wills. Care not forlfiue, 

Tlie Crowne will find an Hcire, Great 
Left his to th s Worthieft ; fo his Succeffpr 
Was like to berhebcfL 
Lt0. Gqq&PahIw#) 

Who haft the memorie of Bwmont 

Tknow in honor; 0,chat cuer I 

Had fquar'd me to thy couned]: then^uen now, 

I might haue look’d vpon my Queenes full eyes, 

Haue taken Treafurc from her Lippes. 

PmL And left them 
More rich 3 for what they yeelded, 

&o* Thou fpeak’ft truth: 

No more fuch VViues,therefore no Wife: one work, 
And better vs'd.would make her Sainted Spirit 
Againepoffeffc her Corps^nd on this Stage 
(Where weOfFendors now appears) Souk-vextj 
And begin 3 why to me ? 

PanL Had fhe fuch power, 

She had iuft fuch caufc. 

Lto* She had, and would incenfc me 
To rrmnhcr her I naarryed. 
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^■i-G°boft walk'd,li’d bid yoiimarke 


for what dull pact ftn t • 
fi cre ^r n her** then fl’d {brieke.that euen.^our ©arcs 
p [ l h . Q hcarc me,and the words chat follow d, 

5t l0U j C b ‘‘ Remember mine. 

Should $ carres, 

ii tes die,Head coales: feare thou no Wife} 

tfuenoWife,?^. 
l !c f , W)H you 1 weave 

? * m marry, but by my free lean e ? 

N e f xjeuer (Paul/ua) fo be blcfs’d my Spirit. 

L >1 Then good my Lords, beare wimefle to his Oath, 
IT! You tempt him ouer-much. 
fj. Vnlcffc another, 

^ lj5[C ffermovt,™ is her Pitlure, 

^ood Madame.T haue done. 

Yerifmy Lord will marry: if you will,Sir; 

M, rledie but you will: Giue me the Office 
r n chufe you a Queene: fhe fhall nor be lo young 
Lwas your former,but {he fhall be fuch 
Asfwalk’d your firftQiieenesGhoft) it fhould takeioy 
To fee her in your armes. 

ho. My true Paulina-, 

Welhall not marry,till thou bidft rs; 

PahL That 

Shall he when yourfiift Queened agame m breath! 

Neticr till then. 

Enter 4 Semant* 

Stf* One that giues out himfclfe Prince Phriz*tll % 
Sonne of his Princefirc(ftie 

The fatreft 1 haue yet beheld) defires acceflc 
jo yoor high prefence. 

lm Whac with him ? he comes not 
tike to his Fathers Grearneffc: his approach 
fSoouEofcircumftance,and fuddaine) tells 
Tis not a Vification fram^djbut forc'd 
Byneedjand accident. WhatTtayne? 

Sir. But few, 

And rhofe but mesne, 

Leo, His Princefle (fay you) with him? 

Str m I: the moft peereleffe peece of Earth,I thinke^ 
That ere the Sunnefhone bright on, 

Fmtl. Oh Hermione , 

Aseueryprefent Time doth boaft it felfe 
Aboueabetter^gone; fomuft thyGraue 
Giue way to what** feene now- Sftjyou your felfe 
Hauefaid,and writ fo ; but your writing now 
bcolderthen thatTheame: fliehad notbeene. 

Nor was not to be equalfd, thus your Ver fe 
How*d with her Beautieonce * ^tis (hrewdly ebbM, 

To fay you hau e feene a bertcr^ 

Ser* Pardon,Madame! 

The onejlhauc almoft forgot (your pardon:) 
Theother,when{he ha’s obtayn'd your Eye, 

Will haue your Tongue too. This is a Creature, 

Would flic begin a Scfftmighc quench the zeals 
Ol all Profeflors e!fe; make Prolclytes 
OF who fhe but bid follow, 

?ahL How? not women? 

JVr, Women will loue her,that fhe Us Woman 
More worth then any Man; Men,chat£hc is 
The rareftof all Women* 

Let, Goe CUomincs^ 

Your felfe (aififted with your honor'd Friends) 


Bring them to our embraccraent, Still Ti* ftrange, 

He thusihould ftealevponvs. Exit . 

Tml, Had our Prince 

(lewcil ofChildren)feene this houre,hebad piyr’d 
Well with this Lord i there was not full a monerih 
Betweene their births. 

Lee, ? Prethee no more; ceafc f thou know'ft 
He dyes to me againejwhen talk a d-of: fure 
When I fhall fee this Gendeoian 5 thy fpeeches 
Will bring me to contider that, which may 
Vnfurnifh me of Reafon* They are come* 

Enter Floraell } Verdite,Cletmines jndethers. 

Your Mother was moft true to Wedlock,Prince, 

For fhe did print your Royal! Father off, * 

Concerning you. Were i but twefitie one^ 

Your Fathers Image is fo hit in you, 

(His very ay re) that I fhould call you Brother, 

As I did him,and fpeakeof fbmething wildly 
By vs perform’d before. Moft dearcly welcome* 

And your fairc Princefle (Goddcffe) oh; alas, 

I loft a touple,that ’twixt Heaucn and Earth 
Might thus haucftood^begetting vvonder,?^ 

You (gracious Couple) doe; arid then I loft 
(All mineowne Folly) the Soeiecie, 

Amitie too of your braue Father,whom 
(Though bearingMiferie) I defire nsytife 
Once more to looks on him* 

Fh m By his command 
Haue I here touch'd Sicilid^XiA from him 
Girjeyoti all greetings,that a King (at friend) 

Can fend his Brother ; and but Infirm! tic 

(Which waits vpon \jorne times)hath Something feij-'d , 

His wifii'd Abilitiejhe had himfclfe 

The Lands and Waters, ? c wixt your Throne and his, 

Meafurid^o looke vpon you; whom he loues 

(He bad me fay fo)more then all the Scepters, 

And thofe that beatc them^iuing* 

Leo, Oh my Brother, 

(Good Gentleman) the wrongs I haue done chee,ftirre f 

Aftefh within me: and thefe thy offices 

(So rarely kind) are as Interpreters 

Of my behind-hand flacknefie* Welcome hi thtn 

As is the Spring to th’Earch, And hath he too 

Expos’d this Paragon to th’fearefull vfage 

(At leaf): vngentle) of the dreadfull Neptune> 

To greet a manioc worth her paines; much kffe 5 
Th'aduenture of her perfon ? 

Flo, Good my Lord, 

She came from Libia, 

Leo. Where the Warlike Smalm* 

That Nahle honor'd Lord* is fear*d,and low'd ? 

Flo, Moft Roy all Sir* 

From thence: from him f whofe Daughter 

His Teares proclaynfd his parting with her: thence 

(A profperou s S omh-win^ fr i end 1 y) w F e haue crofsM, 

To execute the Charge my Father gaue me. 

Forvifiring your Highnsfle: My beft Trainc 
I haue from your Sicilian Shores diftmfs*d; 

Who for TSohemut bend,to fignific 
Not oticly my fuceefle in Libia (Sir) 

But my arriuall,andmy WifeSjiti faferie 
Here,where we arc. 

Leo t The bleffcdGods 

Purge all Infeftion from our Ayre, whiieft ybsi 
Doe Ciymace here : you haue a holy Father, 

A graccfull Getitlemanjagamft whofe perfon 

(So 




















































































































